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" In America, you know, they call undertakers Morticians.
Over there they mess about with the body in a way the
Christian West Enders we cater for wouldn't stand for a
moment. Not for a moment. They make it up and dress it
up and have a sort of lying-in-state, when friends call and
leave cards. Not our line. It's done here in London by
foreigners of sorts, but not by us. No."
He paused as though his monologue was running out.
He smiled at Edward Albert most engagingly. He admitted
he didn't know why he was talking of funerals. He could
tell Edward Albert stories by the hour, but what they had
to talk about was something more serious. If ever he wrote
a book, he said, and he'd often thought of writing a book,
he*d do one called The Hearse with the Silver Lining. Only
it might interfere with business. . . .
" It might do that," said Edward Albert judicially.
" Well, we've business on hand and we have to come to it."
What was he going to say now ? " Yeers," said Edward
Albert guardedly, and sat up.
" A wedding, a wedding—key—is something really serious.
Serious. It just starts a lot of things and a funeral ends every-
thing. It goes on. And on—key. Now my cousin by marriage,
Evangeline, says you're a fatherless orphan, so to speak.
You haven't been anywhere and done anything yet. World
is all before you. All sorts of matters, great and small, you've
got to be put wise about. That's where this Best Man comes
in. I dorft mind telling you that, for many reasons, you're
lucky to have me as your Best Man. I—hey—happen to be one
of the best Best Men in London. Expert at it. I've—hey—
guided scores—well, six or seven—to their doom. Anything
you want to know, anything you have to do."
Still he seemed to be postponing something. He stood up,
stuck his hands in his trouser pockets and walked about the
room with one eye on Edward Albert*
" Nice little place you have here. Quite a nice little place.
Broken a chair already ! Hire purchase stuff. By the time
you've bought it you'll have replaced most of it. And you've
got that old picture ; Enfai seul. Leighton, isn't it ? "

